A  SONG  OF ITALY.
Hearken ye towards her, O people, exalt your Is this a thing that dies ?
Italia ! by the passion of the pain
That bent and rent thy chain ; Italia ! by the breaking of the bands,
The shaking of the lands ; Beloved, 0 men's mother, O men's queen,
Arise, appear, be seen ! Arise, array thyself in manifold
Queen's raiment of wrought gold ; With girdles of green freedom, and with red
Roses, and white snow shed Above the flush and frondage of the hills
That all thy deep dawn fills And all thy clear night veils and warms with wings
Spread till the morning sings \ The rose of resurrection, and the bright
Breast lavish of the light, The lady lily like the snowy sky
Ere the stars wholly die ; As red as blood, and whiter than a wave,
Flowers grown as from thy grave, From the green fruitful grass in Maytime hot,
Thy grave, where thou art not. Gather the grass and weave, in sacred sign
Of the ancient earth divine, The holy heart of things, the seed of birth,
The mystical' warm earth. O thou her flower of flowers, with treble braid
Be thy sweet head arrayed,